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one 


Robert dabs the sweat on his upper lip and rubs his temples, trying to alleviate the dull ache that is growing 
behind his eyes. Before him, on a little table, are a pepper-shaker filled with salt and a notepad with blank 
sheets that seem to glare at him for his lack of inspiration 


‘Its not my fault," he mutters to himself, and then sneezes explosively when a whiff of ghee from the nearby 
open kitchen catches his nose. He hastily apologises to the middle-aged couple sitting next to him - they are so 
close that Robert can smell the mustard oil in the woman's plaited hair - but they don't appear to hear him, 


immersed in their own conversation. 


Robert wishes he could understand them, if only to eavesdrop (discreetly) and come up with some lyrics for 
Led Zeppelin's next song. But the people in this cramped restaurant in Chandi Chowk speak Hindi or Bengali or 
Punjabi, with a smattering of English, and leave him with much room to speculate. And he really, really does 


not have the time or inclination to take a crash course in a foreign language. 


Thoroughly frustrated, and hot, and bothered, he puts his chin in his hand and scowls. He had abandoned his 
opulent hotel room in New Delhi and come here, dragging a loudly protesting Jimmy with him, for something at 


least resembling inspiration He had thought that he would find a spark in these twisting, narrow alleys, perhaps 


in a perfume shop the size of a small closet or in the bright, curious eyes of a young girl behind a counter. So 


far, he has only a throbbing skull, a growling stomach, and a vague fear of heatstroke. 


Presently Jimmy returns, stumbling through the tables and chairs and carrying a tray with two frosted 
glasses of orange juice and a plate piled with stuffed parathas He puts the tray on the table and plumps down 
opposite Robert, flapping his linen top to cool off. "| hope you're inspired," he says irritably, "because | am 
about to faint. | fold you we should have come here in winter." He takes a swig of his orange juice and releases 


a long sigh. "Finally, a cold drink" 


Robert glances outside - the restaurant is little more than a makeshift shack, with no windows or doors - at 


the overcast sky. "It's about to rain," he says. 
Jimmy gives a little moan and puts his head in his hands. "Of all the blasted - " He jumps and almost knocks 
over his glass when there is a great clap of thunder, drawing giggles from a group of teenage girls seated in a 


corner. Blushing furiously, he turns to glare outside, as if the weather is sensitive to his inconvenience. 


Needles of blue-grey rain lash down, sweeping the alleys of dirt and rubbish, drumming on awnings, and 
attracting several children who shriek with delight and raise their hands to the sky. 


His expression softens, and he turns back to sip at his drink. "I suppose it's not so horrible," he mumbles 


around his straw. 


"Why, Jimmy," Robert says teasingly, tilting his chair against the wall and lacing his hands behind his head. "l 


believe you've fallen in love." 

"l'm married,” Jimmy returns primly, "to my guitar." But he smiles in that familiar, carefree manner, the 
corners of his pale green eyes crinkling. In that moment, he reminds Robert of home, of falling asleep on 
creaking sofas and chattering in tour buses and their hands brushing together on stage. And suddenly, there is 
nothing else, no one else around them, and the words come crashing down. 

Robert slams the front legs of his chair on the ground, grabs his pen, and begins to write. 

XE% 

ghee - a type of clarified butter 


paratha - a type of flatbread 


Chandni Chowk is a market situated in Old Delhi. Translates to ‘silver street. Typically crowded and busy. 


